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Addreſſed to the 


LADIES of GREAT BRITAIN. 


Written by a GENTLEWOMAN, 


AuTnor of the ELEGY on the Biſhop of Sodor = Man, 


Fond of that Freedom which the Brave admire, 
* They ſhow the Hero's, and the Patriots Fire; 

In Virtue rigid, and of Soul ſo great, 

They ſcorn even Life, to ſave the dying State. 
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NOW DEPENDING. 


Intrepid Valour glows in ev'ry Face ; 

As thro' the crouded Streets they paſs along, 

What Whiſpers murmur from the Female Throng ; 
Their joyful Accents 'midſt the Concourſe run, 

At Sight of Father, Brother, Spouſe, or Son : 

But ah! what Pen the Raptures can diſcover, 

Of her who in the Rank eſpies her Lover; 
Involuntary Bluſhes deck her Face, 


And add to ev'ry native Charm, a Grace; 


| 1 
The enamoured Swain (who ſoon the Nymph deſcries) 
Catches the Light'ning darted from her Eyes; | 
With Countenance erect, and Heart elate, 
His ev'ry Pulſe to Love and Glory beat. 
True Britiſb Beauty, Britiſh Valour arms, 
| While briſk Monſieurs inſpired with painted Charms; 
And ſure the Hero's Courage muſt be huge, 

That's animated by the beſt 


Du Rouge. 


Bur now the ſtately Cavalcades advance, 
To the ſhrill Trumpets Sound the Horſes prance; 
Each valiant Son in future Fame ſhall ſhare, 


But moſt the MxRcHAN T is the Muſe's Care; 
The MzxcyanTs | ſee they come | Ladies behold ! 


The Men who make us rich with foreign Gold; 
Theſe god-like Men, to whoſe induſtrious Care 
You owe the Gem that ſparkles in your Ear; 

By their advent'rous Search in ſavage Lands, 
The Brilliant brightens on your ſnowy Hands ; 
They bring the Ruby, whole rich Crimſon dye, 
Gives brighter Luſtre to the brighteſt Eye; 
Whence comes the Indian Plant, or China Jar, 
Ev'n Pug and Poll, the Fav'rites of the Fair - 
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Ist not the Merchants well directed Helms, 
That guide them hither from remoteſt Realms ? 


WrarT Conqueſt could you hope at Ball or Play, 
Dreft up in Bonelace, Quoits, and home-ſpun Grayf? 
How would the Beaux diſtinguiſh Orange Doxies, 
From the gay Belle that ſparkles in the Boxes ? 

For tho your Worth ſuperior Charms confeſs, 

A Beau no Merit knows but that of Dreſs : 

The fineſt Shape, the moſt ſcraphick Face, 

For ever would by them unhceded paſs, 

Without the rich Brocade and Flanders Lace. 

How would your Empire o'cr Mankind decline, 
Were not their Hearts inſpired with gen'rous Wine ? 
Alas, what Man would care to name his Toaſt, 


If dear Champaign and Burgundy were loſt! 


Wu dwells the invidious Muſe upon ſo few, 
Of various Bleſſings which to them are due? 
Both Lives and Fortunes daily they expoſe, 

To Winds and Waves inexorable Foes ; 

Beneath the Line, or toward the rigid Coaſt, 

Where Nature binds the Year in Chains of Froſt ; 

Where the fang'd Boar in feariul Triumph feeds, 

And to ſtill wilder Waſtes the Foreſt leads ; 
B 
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Parts, where no Traveller's Track is ſeen, nor ſound 


Of Horſe re- ecchoes from th untrampled Ground; 
Nor floatin g Swallow cuts the yielding Air, 

Nor chatt'ring Wren beſpeaks a Cottage near ; 
Where Vipers creep, where none but Boreas blows, 
Where the numb'd Water jellies as it flows ; 

| T hither the devious Paths devoid of Fear, 

With indefatigable Pains they ſteer. 


Wnar eer is to our colder Clime deny'd, 
By them is moſt abundantly ſupply'd ; 
Whilſt we at Home enjoy the gen'rous Toil, 
And reap the Harveſts of a foreign Soil : 


Our Foes the Olive preſs, and tread the Vine, 
We uſe the Oil „and quaft the purple Wine: 
For us the Mile and Ganges ebb and flow, 
And on our Side-boards both the Indies glow. 
Alas | what pity, III's infernal Race, 

Should e' er have Pow'r to taint ſo bleſt a Place. 


Ix ending Wars 'tween Subjects and their Kings, 
Great Things are ſaved, by loſing little Things: 
Yet querimonious Mutineers reply, 
Culprit was wrong d, and did not fairly die. 
The 
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The Thought's abſurd, and fooliſh the Miſtake, Sp 
Where Precedents are wanting, we ſhould make —— 


Who without Spleen can ſee yon courtly Hunk, 
Dragg'd in his Coach to ſee his midnight Punk; 
Whoſe Clod-pate's ſtil'd with Titles Dad or PC 
Whoſe Harveſt yields ſuch Thouſands ev'ry Year ; 1 
Whoſe Cares, not for his Country's Sake depends, 


His only Care is, how to ſerve his Ends. 


A mighty pretty, Something, Nothing, Tool, 0 
To bear Command, and by Command have Rule. 


In Morals, Phiz, and Cunning, like his Brother, 


As one Tobacco- pipe is like another. 
Would but ſome few a Conſultation call; 


And, like old Judas, by their own Hands fall; 
Who for Rebellions Works are only fit, 

In all the Arts of Villainy compleat; 

At whoſe Command {till lurking Faction wait, 
That curſ'd inhuman Viper in a State; 

We'd bleſs the Men their Country died to fave, 
And quite forget the Names of Rogue and Knave : 
Oh! for a Gibbet, as high as that of Hammon, 
To cancel old ſconc'd Debts for Port and Salmon. 
Should E. refuſe his Office to each Monſter, 


Id nooſe em up as ſure as God's in G/o/ter. 


A NOBLER 
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A NosLts Theme beſpeaks the Muſe's Care, 
Preſenting Briton's Glory to the Fair: 
Is there ought elſe that can enhance their Fame ? 
Can ought be added to a Patriot's Name ? 
Yes, Ladies, theſe their Anceſtors outdo, 
Not only Patriots but Heroes too. 


Sure grateful Ardour ev'ry Boſom warms, 


To fee our Benefactors take up Arms; 


Thoſe Men who round us Happineſs diſpenſe, 
Now brandiſh th' awful Sword in its Defence : 


Go on brave Souls, may you ſucceſsful prove, 


At Home, Abroad, in Traffick, War, and Love: 
And you, bright Nymphs, do Juſtice to your Charms, 
Each take a TRADING Hero to her Arms. | 


Fu I. 


